
be clfclilj! Ijcralb,
rriLitntb av

W. S. TIPTON & CO.,
KVI.IiT TIIl'KSDa Y UOHNINO.

J kit MS;

Ooe copy one year 11 00
Oue copy aix mo:ilbi 1 IS
Ooe copy three lunula
blLtfle cop.cn It

Experience has laui.t ua not to print a
Dewapapcr ou crctlll.

STRENGTH FOR

Strength for y ia all that we need.

Aa tbera never will be a ;

For will prove but another to-d-

With it meaaure of Joy and aorrow.

Then why forccaat the trlala of life
With aucb aad aod grave peralalenoa.

And watch and wait for a crowd of ilia

That aa yet haa no existence ?

Btrength for to-d- what a precloua boon

For the earnest aouls that labor,
For the willing hauda that minister

To the needy friend or neighbor.

Btrength for y that tho weary hearta
In the battle of right qnail not ;

Aud the eyea bedimmed with bi ter teara
In their aearch for Offal may fail not

Btrength for to-d- on the dowuhlll traok,

For the traveler near the valley
Tnat np, far up ou the other aide,

Ere long they may aafoly rally.

Strength for y that cur precious youth
May happily ahun temptation,

And build from the rise to the set of aun
Ou a atroug aud aure foundation.

Strength for to- - lay In the house a.id home

To practioe forbcarauoe eweetly
To acatter kiud worJa and loving deeds,

Btill trusting in Ood completely.

Strength for y in all that we need.

As there never will be a ;

For will prove but another day,

With its measure of Joy aud aorrow.

Myra Wilbur's Mistake

Gilbert Gorlmm, at the age of ten,
was left orphaned and destitute, and
was taken Into the tender care of his
loving grandfather, and his Aunt Jane,
a venerable 3pinster, whose severity
was a most wholesome restraint upon
his grandfather's extreme indulgence
Old Mr. Gorham being a man of cnorm
ous wealth, his grandson and heir wits

the most favored of hoys and youths,
every whim of boyish and youthful
fancy being grunted as soon as ex-

pressed.
And so, when Gilbert had attained

the age of twenty-one- , and blushingly
announced his undying love for Miss

Myra Wilbur, the belle of many water
ing-plac- cs and seasons, and some five

years his senior. It is grandfather only
nodded and said :

"Suit yourself, my boy, suit your-

self."
So a magnificent diamond was slipped

ou Myra's finger, and Gilbert entered
Into a fool's paradise blind to the fact
that he was the dupe of an accomplished
coquette, whose whole hard nature was

incapable of the tithe of the love laid

at her feet.
For, being sensitive, poetical and

over indulged, the boy made unto him-

self an Idol, and calling it Myra, wor-

shiped it.
And the actual Myra, being em-

inently practical, worldly and merce-

nary, erected a gold idol of unlimited
Indulgence and riches, and culling that
Gilbert, worshiped it.

Mr. Gorham, although he was old

and feeble, took a carriage and drove
from Fern Nook, the family country
seat, In Poolsvllle, the town honored by

Miss Wilbur's presence, and made a
foi iiial call.

After he was gone, Miss Wilbur,
turning to her mother, made a strange
speech for a maiden just betrothed, for
she said :

"After all, mamma, a rich widow is

better than a rich wife, for she can

spend the money then, uncontrolled."
"Well, my dear?"
"I was only thinking that Gilbert

told me once he was entirely depend-

ent upon Ills grandfather, having
nothing while the old man lived."

"It would bo well then to keep In the
old gentleman's favor."

Evidently Myra was ol that opinion.
She worked a pair of soft quilted slip-

pers for the aged feet, she sent flowers
and dainty disbei to Fern Nook for dear
Mr. Gorham; she made herself a hun-

dred fold dearer to her infatuated lover
by her delicate attentions to his rela-

tive.
Business connected with the settle-

ment of a claim of his grandfather's
against the Government called Gilbert
to Washington, early In the winter
following his betrothal. There was the
usual pathetic parting, and with assur
ance of Myra's undying love, the young
man left Fern Nook.

After two months' absence, when he

was preparing to return home, a tele-

gram reached him :

"Walt In New York to see me. Will
put up at tho Grand Central.

Jank Gorham,"
Of all strange experiences this was

the strangest. Ills Aunt Juno leaving
her home to visit the metropolis! Gil-

bert vainly tried to remember If ever
she had boon aliscnt from homo before,
and thoroughly bewildered, hurried to

meet her.
Hit first surprise was to And her

gentle and kind, all tho grim severity
of her mannorgone. Her kiss upon his

lips was tender as Myra's own.

"My boy," she said, "I have news for

you that will distress you, but before I

tell that, I want you to listen atten-

tively to somo business details that wore

never of any special Interest to you o.

You hove always supposed Fern
Nook and the wealth that sustains it to

be your grandfather's."
"And are they not?"
"No, my dear, they are mine. Your

grandfather holds a life lease only of

the house and half the Income. The
property was all his wife's and left to

me, with the lease, as I said, to my

father during Hie. While we were all

one family and you the heir, It was
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quite unnecessary to make any tiilk or
luss about the matter; but now, It Is at
well to understand my rights and
yours."

"Nowr"
"Your grandfather, my dear, being,

I charitably believe, in his dotage, has
married Myra Wilbur!"

it was a crushing blow. Gilbert
swayed to and fro In his chair, and then
fell insensible.

His ideal poetic life was more real to
him than the actual world about him,
and he suffered acutely. But his aunt
was the best of comforters, for, while
she was full of tender sympathy, she
was eminently practical, and wth clear,
forcible words she made lilin realize
fully how unworthy was the idol he
had worshiped.

With her own personal property she
had also brought Gilbert's from
their old home, and she took a house
in New York, whero they both soon
feU at home, returning no more to
Fen: Nook. Then, with true practical
kindness she persuaded Gilbert to allow
her to buy him a partnership in a light
business, and roused him from his
dreamy, sensitive moods, to active, na-

tural life.
He might have become soured and

hard, but for the love of this old maid,
who had never before let him read the
tenderness of her heart. But, while lie
suffered keenly, his manhood developed,
and he was a stronger, better man for
his disappointment.

When Myra's name ceased to bo a
torture. Aunt Jane made herself known
to old friends of her girlhood, and gath-
ered about her a pleasant, social circle,
where Gilbert was soon a favorite.
There was no hint of the spinster's hope
when she said very quietly:

"Any attention you can pay to Ella
Rayburn, will be very pleasing to me,
Gilbert. Her mother has been my wann
est friend In past years, and we have re
newed the old times most pleasantly.
If Ella is like her mother she Is a pure,
sweet, unselfish woman."

"And Ella was like her mother, and
was soon taken into Aunt Jane's closest
intimacy.

Still smarting under the past pain,
Gilbert was merely attentive to his
aunt's young friend, and not yet realiz-
ing that a reality tilling his old idea
was near him.

And while these old residents of Fern
Nook were quietly gathering up broken
threads of life, to weave a more perfect
web of content, Myra Gorham was eat-

ing out her heart in bitterness. Instead
of an old, indulgent husband, ready to
humor every whim, to give her idola
trous devotion, she found herself tied
to a querulous invalid, who had been
accustomed to the unquestioning obe-

dience and devotion of his daughter and
grandson, and who exacted a similar
care from his reluctant wife. In place
of balls, concerts and operas, the gay
life of the metropolis, Mrs. Gorham
found herself shut up in a countrv
house, certainly sufficiently handsome
and well appointed to meet tho most
fastidious taste, but lonely beyond en-

durance to the woman miles away from
her own friends, and coldly ignored by
the friends of theGorhams, fully aware
of her mercenary treachery.

"Vet she endured It as patiently as
possible, till the old man, pining for
Jane and Gilbert, sickened and fulled
visibly.

It was when all hope was gone, that
the yourg wife cautiously but very
plainly urged the necessity of making

will. It seemed to her as if all the
mlsory of life concentrated in the peev-

ish reply :

I have nothing to will. All the

property belongs to Jane! I only hold
a life lease on my late wife s estates."

'Jane!" gasped Myra, remembering
the insulting terms in which she had

intimated to that spinster that she pro

ferred to reign alone at Fern Nook.

"Certainly! If Gilbert's father had
lived lie would have shared In tho prop-

erty, but it all reverts to Gilbert it Jane
dies unmarried."

All Gilbert's and might have been all

hers.
Myra felt too stunned and miserable

even to cry! To think that all her base
scheming, her feigned devotion had led

her only to this, the boggan d widow of
an old man.

But after the funeral was over Mis.

Gorham made a few discoveries. First,
all the deep black of her dress, with the
fine white line of her widow's cup, the
sombre crape and soft snowy tarletan
were most becoming to her brilliant
blonde beauty. She studied her dross

to Its minutest detail, and when It was

perfect, formed her new plans. In her
late husband's desk she found live

thousand dollars which she appropria-

ted, leaving Miss Jane and Gilbert, who
came to the funeral, to defray all the
expenses. Shoaeceptcd Miss Gotham's
offer of the use of tho house for a year,
and when she was left In possesion un-

scrupulously sold many small hut valu-

able articles there.
When tho year was over, and Miss

Juno Gorham once more opened her
house to her friends, she was mute with
consternation one day when a carriage
heavily laden with baggage, drove Up

to her door, from which alighted her
father's widow, who threw herself Into
her arms, sobbing:

"Do not send mo away. I am dying
In tho gloi my seclusion of my dear
husband's home. Jict me stay with
you!"

She stayed, of course. Miss Jane's
notions of hospitality

wort) too strong to penult her to turn a

gueit away, even If uninvited aud un
welcome. But tht suillvd grimly to sse
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how Gilbert's face fell at the announce-
ment of tiie visitor.

"She is my father's widow," the
spinster said gravely. "So we mii'l
endure her for a time."

She was a most fascinating widow
when she appeared at the late dinner,
In a thin black drest, all jet and trim-ur- n

l'. with some knots of bUck ribbon
in the profusion of her golden curls.
Her color was softly tinted at ever,
her blue eyes as babyish and winsome;
yet, when the first evening was over she
knew she had gained nothing In her
effort to recapture the heart she had
thrown aside.

But she did not despair. She sang
the old songs that Gilbert had once
heard with rapture. She varied her
dress with laces, ribbons and Jewelry,
till its pretense of mourning was a

mere mockery. She put herself in Gi-

lbert's way with every dainty device of
feminine needlework. She entreated
permission to prepare his favorite
dishes with her own white hands. And.
as ifto try his constancy, Miss Jane
aided and abetted this schemer for her
nephew's fortune, and spoke but little
of Ella, never inviting her now to the
house, so that Gilbert was forced to
seek her more and more In her own
home, and found her ever more lovely
and winsome from the contrast with
the idol ho had proved to be clay. It
was six months after the arrival of Mrs.
Gorham in her stepdaughter's house,
when Gilbert, returning from a drive
with Ella, met his aunt in the hall,
and clasping her In a close embrace,
whispered very softly:

"Ella Is mine! Wish me joy!"
"From my heart," she whispered

back.
Radiant with Joy and hope Gilbert,

after changing his driving dress, hur-

ried to the sitting room, to tell Aunt
Jane "all about it." He had abso-

lutely forgotten about their guest, and
it gave him an unpleasant shock when
he found her, sealed in a low chair,
busied about some wool work, that
sliowud to great advantage her tiny
white hands, glittering with jeweled
rings.

She rose to greet him, and then, to
his embarrassed surprise, she clasped
her jewelled hands, and bursting into
tears, sobbed :

"Oh, Gilbert, do not look at me so

coldly. I cannot bear It. 1 know 1 de-

serve nothing from you but contempt,
but if you knew how sorely my mother
urged me, how Importunate your grand-
father was, you would forgive me. 1

was Insane with their persecutions, and
I thought in my nihery that I could
still see you, and, perhaps some day
when 1 was free again I 1"

And here ev n her effrontery gave
out, and she only sobbed convulsively.
Taken by surprise, every gentlemanly
instinct urged Gilbert to comfort this
woman who was go recklessly offering
him what it was once his fondest hope
to possess. But his whole soul shrank
from her; his manly, true heart was
only outraged by her unwomanly ad-

vances.
Gravely he stood looking down upon

her ns she shrank in the chair, sobbing
and covering her face, and yet furtively
watching him.

"Gilbert, speak one tender word to

me," she implored; "say yon do not
utterly despise me."

But he did. He sought for words to
co..vey his meaning kindly, and they
would not come. Blushing like a boy
n his confusion and pain, he said,

gently :

"I am very sorry, Mrs. Gorham"
"It used to be Myra," she sobbed,

"True, but those were days that can
never he recalled."

"You are qruel."
"I do not wish to be so, but 1 must be

frank with you. The past is dead!
i per can we revive that love that was

once so precious to me, so very trifling
to you."

"No, no, you wrong me. Alas for
me, it Is my misfortune that I cannot
conquer my love."

"But mine died when It was Insulted
and slighted."

Here Gilbert drew a deep sigh of re-

lief at the appearance of Aunt Jane,
entering the room behind Myra's chair.
Mrs Gorham did not hear her light
slop, and sobbed :

"Your love cannot lie dead, Gilbert.
It will live again. Pity and forgive
me."

"1 both pity and forgive you," said
Gilbert, very gently.

"But" -
"But," said Aunt Jcne, In her hard-

est tone, aud with her face set In rigid
lines, "you forget, Mrs. Gorham, the
law does not permit a man to marry
his grandmother."

With a cry of rage, Mrs. Gorham
sprang to her feet, but something In

the cold, grave faces, checked the tor-

rent of wrath upon her Hps, and she
left the room.

The next day she terminated her vi-

sit, and loftily dtollned an Invitation,
sent three months later, to be present
at the wedding of Gilbert Gorham, and
his gentle bride Ella.

Men of Force.

There Is always room for a man of
force and ho makes room for many.
Society Is a troop of thinkers, and the
best heads among them take the best
places. A feeble man can soe tho farms
that are fenced and tilled, tho housos
that are built. Tho strong man sect
posslblo lioutot and farms. Hit eye
Olakti ettstet at fait at tho tun breeds
SlOUdSi

'.rut
The old cim;ii piuaea lue long, languid

days of the late summer in dreaming of
the time when the pavement rang with
the footsli'pH of student-lad- s who
pressed about the threihold of their
master Glorglone, and called upon him
to come down aud Join them in their
wild sports. "There will be masques

cry the lawless young
painters; "and we shall tup afterward
by moonlight under the shadow of St.
Mark's." The gods and monsters that
the master's hand has frescoed on the
pallid plaster grin down an acceptance.
A figure appears at the balcony-windo-

and cries out to ttie young Idlers
to return to their studies, and abide the
night-fal- l.

It i a tall flgllfe, with a beautiful
young face, framed by the velvet cap of
the painter-guil- d. As he stands there
in the sunlight In Ids dark-gree- n velvet
garment, full of rich shadows, with the
concentration of genius upon his face,
you would not believe him the trlfler,
the pleasure-seeke- r, that all Venice
hails blm. Toe broad brow, the strong
features, t he linn chin, tell of quick,
impatient, creative power. Only the
graceful curve of his mouth suggests
tho bidden flaw within this vessel, in
Which burns the sacred tire.

He is colossal in bis achievements
when he has once convinced himself
that creation Is the worthiest end of
life. But there is no ideal so noble, no
resolution so hold, that it will not
vanish before the touch of soft lips or
the glance of tender eyes. Why should
he sit aud toil over one form of beauty,
when all God's creation lies at his feet,
w aiting but to be grasped f

But now and again comes a moment
when the thought Of the sacred charge
committed to him rushes through his
heart. Then, with the impulse of his
strong soul a score of touches from his
eager hand creates a shape that sets the
whole town wondering at his power.
And then his old demon whispers to
him that love and lite are better than
art, and so for mouths he gropes on
through the darkness that thickens
about linn toward the light that eludes
his grasp. His days are one long strug
gle between the instincts of life and the
iiistiucts of art. His youth, his beauty,
his passionate nature, are forever at war
with the cold, stern asceticism of intel-
lectual creation. He had a Greek nature,
this Venetian of the cinque cento, and
ids was the pure scusuousncss of those
perfect organisations that accepted
beauty as the gilt of the gods, and made
their lives lyrics, aud bathed their
bodies in sunlight, and shunned the
darkness of thought and mental suffer-
ing.

And yet I wonder If those wise young
painters, who shook their heads over
the noisy riot with which Giorgione
tilled the Venetian streets, never reoog.
nized in his wild merriment the agonies
of a despairing soul. Did they never
feel in his gorgeous canvases an under-
tone of pathos ' Did no undefined sad-

ness creep over them when they gazed
upon his pictures of women, those lovely
faces with the moulded features and
ripe, parted mouths, and tender, rosy
brows shadowed by rich, bronzed hair,
and dee), brooding eyes that give the
lie to their Hushed, bare limbs? home
dim memory of suffering endured far
back in the ages liidi s under those
voluptuous curves, some consciousness
of approaching decay lurks beneath the
fair marble surlace, some presentiment
of early death fills the deep eyes w ith
awe.

Such a form as those that glow upon
his canvases, with the mysterious death-prophe-

written on their brows, used
to stand on the balcony of summer
afternoons and gaze down upon the
slumbering OOfSpo, with the arms of the
flowers clutching at her sweeping gar-
ments of deep-re- d velvet. There were
rubies on iter bare, white throat, and
the deep-re- d carnations of Venice
burned among the dull gold coils of her
hair. Stic leaned over among the dark-re- d

damasks that hung fro Tithe balcony,
a rich mass of color against the tawny
frescoes of the wall, and the sunlight
deepened the glow of her hair, and
made dark furrows In h'T velvet
drapery, and gleamed in the Jewels
about her tlroat, and transfigured her
to ttie wine- - xldess, the bacchante, the
color-quee- n of the Venetian revels.

Tho young students, passing across
the campo, lowered their voices as they
caught sight of the stately form, and
said one to another. "It Is Glorgione's
love!" Did they feel the lurking agony
in that smooth, fair face, the forethought
of pain and su fieri ng In the beautiful
eyes, the tears gathering behind the
laughter that made the old eampo ring
with gladness? Yet for her there was
naught in life but love, and Joy, and
pleasure, velvets and Jewels, and every
night a fresh revel. Appletun'i Journal.

ASMOdeAOS orWnmnrl Foote.

No man was ever more tree from toady-
ism ; rank was no shield against his wit,
which would strike as bard at a Duke
8 a menial. "Well. Foote, here I am,
ready as usual to swallow till your good
things," said the Duke of Cumberland,
one night, In tho gicen-roo- of tho
Haymarket. "Really, your Royal High-
ness must have an excellent digestion,"
replied the wit, for you nover bring
any up again." A Scotch peer, notori-
ously thrifty, served his wine In very
small glasses, and descanted eloquently
upon Its age and excellence. "Itlsvory
little of lis age," observed Foote. Somo-- t
lines this humor amounted to Insolence;

as, for instance after dlrlng at a noble-
man's house, not to his tatltfaotlon, and

finding tiie servants ranged In the hall
when he was departing, he Inquired lor
the cook and butler, and upon their step-
ping forw ard, said to the first, "Hi re's
half-a-crow- n for my eating;" and to the
other, "Here's Ave shillings for my wine
but, by , I never had so bad a din-

ner for the money In my life." Dining
with Lord Towiisend after a duel, he
suggested that his lordship might have
got rid of his antagonist In a more dead
ly way. "How?" Inquired his host.
"By Inviting him to a dinner like this,
and poisoning him," was the sharp re-

ply. The Duke of Norfolk, who was
rather toi fond of the bottle, asked him
In what new character he should go to
a masquerade. "Go sober," answered
Foote. Being taken into White's one
day, a nobleman remarked to him that
his handkerchief was hanging out of Ills
pocket. "Thank you, my lord," lie re-

plied, "thank you; you know the com-

pany better than 1 do." A rich con-

tractor was holding forth upon the In-

stability of the world. "Can you ac-

count for It, Sir?" he asked, turning to
Foote. "Well, not very clearly," he
responded, "unless we suppose It was
built by contract." "Why are you for
ever humming that air?" he asked of
a gentleman who had no Idea of time.
"Because It haunts me." "No wonder,
for you are forever murdering it." Gar-ric- k,

of whose great fame he was un-

doubtedly envious, was a constant butt
for his sarcasms; and yet Garrlck,
whether from fear or friendship it would
be difficult to determine, did him many
kindnesses, was always ready to oblige
him with money, and stood firmly by
him throughout the Jackson prosecu-
tion; which last act of friendship
touched Foote at last with gratitude, for
In one of his letters, addressed to Gar-rick- ,

he writes : "God forever bless you !

May nothing but halcyon days and
nights ciown the rest of your life, is the
sincere prayer ot Samuel Foote." Gar-rick- 's

notorious meanness, however,
furnished htm with many a witticism.
At one of Foote's dinner parties an an
nouncement was made of the arrival of
Mr. Oarrlck's servants. "Oh, let them
wait," he replied to his footman, "but
be sure you lock up the pantry!" One
day a gentleman, while conversing with
Foote, was speaking ot Garrick having
reflected upon some person's parsimony,
and ended by observing "Why doeshe not
take the beam out of his own eya before
attacking the mote in other people's?"
"Because," retorted Foote, "he is not
sure of selling the timber." Whero on
earth can It begone?" said Foote, when
Garrick dr ,ed a guinea at the Bedford
one night, and was searching for it in
vain. "To the devil, I think," answer-
ed the actor, Irritably. "Let you alone,
David, for making a guinea go further
than any one else," was the reply. He
could never forego his jest, however
solemn the occasion, lie had been to
the funeral of Holland, the actor, whose
lather was a baker. "Poor fellow I" he
said In the Bedford that evening, the
tears scarcely upon his cheeks, "I have
been to see him shoved into the family
oven." He once said of an actress, who
was remarkably awkward with her
arms, that she kept the Graces at arm's
length. But Johnson considered that
Foote surpassed every one lie had ever
heard in humorous narrative; and that
although Garrick, the great conversa-
tionalist of the age, surpassed him in
gayety, delicacy, and elegance, Foote
provoked much more laughter. A gen-

tleman who had conceived a prejudice
against him, related to Boswell his first
meeting with him at a dinner. "Hav
ing no good opinion of the fellow," he
said, "I was resolved not to be pleased,
I went on eating my dinner pretty sul-

lenly, affecting not to mind him. But
the dog was so very comical that I was
obliged to lay down knife and fork,
throw myself back In my chair, and
laugh It out. No, sir, he was irresisti-
ble." This most unscrupulous of mimics
and satirists was himself exceedingly
thin-skinne- When one time Wood-

ward, and at another Wilkinson, threat-
ened lit ra with a retort in kind, ho ran
away to Garrick and Rich, their mana-

gers, foaming with passion, and threat-
ening the most violent retaliations.
Boswell relates that, after hearing him
at a dinner-tabl- e Indulge In all kinds of
coarse jocularity against Johnson, ho
observed that he had heard the great
lexicographer say a very good thing of
Mr. Foote himself. He Boswell had
asked him one day If ho did not think
Foote an infidel. "I do not know, Sir,
that the fellow is an Infidel," replied
Johnson ; "but if he be an Infidel, he Is

an Infidel as a dog Is an Infidel ; that Is

to say, he lias never thought upon the
subject." Boswell adds that he never
saw Foote look so disconcerted. "What,
Sir!" ho exclaimed Indignantly, "to
talk thus of a man of liberal education ;

a man who for years was at tho Univer-
sity of Oxford ; a man who has added
sixteen new characters to the literature
of his country V Temple liar.

rrof. Robert Mallet of London, a rec-
ognized authority in earthquake and
volcano literature, has reci nllv urged
again one of hin well known theories
as to the mechanism of volcanic erup-
tions. Taking for his text mi account
of the last eruptions of Trolladyng.ja, a
volcano in Iceland, ho refers to the
earthquakes which preceded that event
as evidence in support of his views.
Ho regards the explosion as due to the
occurrence in the same vent of a meas-
ured supply ol heated water i.e., n
geyser and the products (ejectal ol a
volcano of small energy. Prof . Millet
nronoses to visit Iceland this year nnd
ascertain whether the facts of the case
will bear out this hypothesis, according
to which a geyser may be conveited
into a volcano.

NO. 2.

An English Interior.
Hcdgley's study is an agreeable book,

to which I shall Introduce the reader;
not because it Is Hedgley's, but that I:,

is typical of the way the rooms of many
artistic and cultivated English people
are getting to look nowadays Ujien-lu- g

the door and pushing aside the por
tiere, we n:iu ourselves in a sage-gree- n

retreat, set off' with antique black oak,
and brown-backe- d, gold-letter- books,
In long, low, bookcases. Advancing
about five paces across a Persian rug,
we pause ou a brown bear-ski- n, In front
of a brass fender. Her Is a great black-oa- k

mantle-piec- e, with shelves or brack-

ets above; and a round, convex mirror
in the midst of them, of w hich Hedgely
is particularly proud. Up one jamb of
the mantel, across the lintel, and down
the other jamb, runs a quaint Inscrip-
tion In lettering. The
shelves are covered w ith carved ivory
or sandal-woo- d curiosities, Japanese
and Indian porcelain, small bronzes,
and a vase holding a royal sheaf of peacoc-

k-feathers. Besides the book-case- s,

there Is a black-oa- k cupboard, with
twisti d legs and polished bras locks
and hinges. Round the sage-gree-

wall (which are wanned somewhat by
tho delicate tracery of gold that wanders
over the paper) are hung pictures In

flat gold frames; not many of them,
but beautiful for color or form. There
is one broad window, the upper section
of o'.d stained glass, curtained by a soft,
brownish-gree- n fabric ringed on a bar
of brass. There is a bronze chandelier
of severely simple design, light from
which Is communicable through a gredn
pipe to an Argand lamp on the massive
study table. Lastly, in order to ttie
contemplation ol all these things, you
are Invited to sit down on either one of
two comfortable but unpretending
chairs; or to recline on one of the
broadest-bottome- d, most luxurious
lounges In all upholstery ! ;Such a room
Is pleasant at all times; especially, per-
haps, of a spring afternoon, when there
is a veiled lumlnousness of sunshine
without, and the air is cool enough to
justify a good Are. Everything looks
mellow, refined and home-lik- and as
the day declines the firelight is re-

flected more and more brightly from
the glistening Dutch tiles, and the brass
knobs of the fender, and the twisted leg
of the neighboring oak cabinet, and even
from the gilt backs of the serried books,
in their brown and maroon bindings.
Impalpable blue layers of fragrant to-

bacco stretch nnd wind across the still
air, and in the pauses of conversation
only the rustle of the flame, the ticking
of our watches, and the drawings of
our pipes, are audible.

Anerilnte or lop.
Most of our readers have doubtless

heard of the sharp rejoinder once made
to Alexander l'ope, whereby a pointed
hit was made at his diminutive and f

figure, but many may not have
heard the particulars of the occasion.
They were as follows:

Pope was one evening at Burton's
coffee-hous- e, where himself, and Swltt
and Arburthnot, with several other
scholars, were poring over a manuscript
copy of the Greek Aristophdnes. At
length they came across a sentence
which they could not comprehend, and
as, in their perplexity, they talked
rather loudly, they attracted the atten-
tion of a young officer, who chanced to
he in another part of the room, and who
approached and begged leave to look at
the passage.

"Oh, by all means," said l'ope, sar-

castically; "Let the young gentleman
look at it. We shall have lisrht di
rectly."

The young officer took up the manu-
script volume, and after a little study
and consideration his countenance
brightened.

"It Is but a slight omls3lon on the
part of the scribe," he said. "It only
wants a note of Interrogation at this
Klnt to make the whole Intelligible."

l'ope saw in an Instant that the of-

ficer was right; but the thought of be-

ing outdone in Greek translation by a
mere youth, and red-co- at that,
piqued him, and with a sharp, bitter
twang he cried out :

"And pray, young sir, what Is a note
of Interrogation ?"

"A note of Interrogation," answered
tho officer, surveying the wlzeuodt
hunthbacked poet from head to foo,
with a contemptuous look, "it a tittle,

crooked t hi tin that a$ki ijne.Unnl"

Value ol ii Traill'
Many a young man has been ruined

for life because he never learned how-t-

do anything. "My father," once
said an intelligent young friend, who
found it extremely difficult to earn a
scanty livelihood by his pen, "did not
think it worth while for me to lenrn
any trade or business.1' He had been
unexpectedly thrown on his own re-

sources, and, nil hough a man in stature
nnd years, ho was n mere Intent in his
capacity to earn n living. They are
too many men of his clnss floating
around the world men who luvve tal-
ents, but do not know how to apply
(hi in. Such cases lead us to look upon
the culpability as very great, of any
parents, who bring up a son without
having been practically nnd thoroughly
instructed in some way of earning nn
lioneat living. Every man should have
somo profession or trade; should know
how lo do something. Then, whethor
ho steadfastly pursues it or not, lie at
least has an occupation to which, in an
emergency lie may resort lor tho sup-
port of himself and others w ho may be
dependent on him. Of all men the
practical know-nothin- g it mott to be
pitied.
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NEWS 111 BRISK.

flfly

The product of tho Wisconsin dai-
ries is estimated at $1,000,000 per year.

London omnibus conductori wort
fifteen hours a day for four thilllngs.

During the year 1870 the United
States yielded 420,000,000 pounds ol
rosin.

--Over 1200.000,000 re snnually
spent in this country for cigars and
cigarettes.

In the year 1870 the seeds received
in Chicago, principally clover and
timothy, were valued at more than
$4,000,000.

The diamonds worn by Mine. Mu
sard at the opera ball in Paris, the other
night, when placed in a row measured
nearly nine yards.

The republic of Mexico, covers an
area of 700,000 square miles, aud It di-
vided into twenty -- three States, having
a population of about 8,000,000.

A female reporter represents the
Detroit ee Preu in the Canadian houae
of commans, and, furthermore, report,
the doings of the staid Canadians very
well.

Nearly 100,000 Germans are settled
In some forty counties in Texas, par-
ticularly Comal and Guadalupe, and
they are highly successful as agricul-
turists.

A poor Scotchman in Dundee is the
father of a child born w i t It two stomachs
and the Cincinnati Oommtntal thinks
this an imposition, even In the land ol
oatmeal.

During the past year the German
press issued 848 works devoted to the
natural sciences, 27 to geography and
travel, and llU to mathematics and
astronomy.

Three of Washington's third cou-
sins, the grandchildren of Warner Was-
hington, of Virginia, are now living,
old, poor and dependent, in Gordons-vill- e,

Ky.
A pure white muskrat was caught

mine norm part of Ureat Harrington,
Mass., the other day, something old
hunters never saw before In that part
ol the country.

The sea serpent interviewed some
Chinamen near San Diego, Cal. They
saw a )40od deal of him. They say he
was sometimes 100 feet long, and some-
times two miles.

Mrs. Pauline Spitz died at Elnano-witz- ,

Anstrla, recently, at the age of
one hundred and eight years. She hail
never been known to take medicine,
and always enjoyed good health.

The first picture Mr. Sheepshanks,
the eminent English collector, ever
bought was Landseer's "Two Dogs,"
and he gave the young artist 30 for It.
It is wortli y a hundred times
thirty.

Applications for fish tn put In Like
Cbamplain are refused by Mr. Green
liecause the lake is not exclusively New
York waters, and Veimonthas taken
no step toward bearing her share of tho
expense.

From a block of maible weighing
two tons, an eagle measuring six feet
between the tips of its outspread wlugs
is now being cut for the Grand Army
monument which stands at Reading,
Pennsylvania.

Allegheny college, at MeadvIUe,
Pa., has been selected as one of the
thirty colleges in the United States to
which the government, according to a
recent act of congress, would aid and
support a military department.

Ou the strength of a map, without
personal examination, some New York
parties took a mortgage for $40,000 on a
rocky, Inaccessible hill-to- p in Patter-
son, N. J. (Garrett Mountain), which
has Just been sold undor foreclosure for
If 700.

Tobacco Is now successfully culti-
vated in over titty counties in tho State
of Missouri. In 18(i'.l the State had 38
tobacco manufactories, and the pro-
duced 19,000,000 pounds, occupying the
sixth rank among the tobacco-growin- g

States of the Union,
Thanksgiving falls on November

the 30lh only once in six or eight years.
It comes on that day this year, and will
occur again only three times this ceu-tur- g

In 1882, 1892 and 1899. The latter
will he the last Thanksgiving day of tho
nineteenth century.

Tho Augusta (Jhronidc says Mass-
achusetts capitalists are investing In
manufacturing enterprises in Georgia.
A cotton mill is to bo established at Au-
gusta and another on the "Powder Mil Is
tract," the first to run 20,(KMI mid the
latter 00,000 spindles.

Tradition says that years ago when
the headwaters of the Chesapeake
swarmed with wild fowl, the hands em-
ployed at an Iron forge at Havre-de-Uaa-

once upon a time refused to work
because they wore fed on canvas-hac- k

ducks Instead of bacon.
Four only of tho fifty-eig- signers

of the Texan declaration of indepcii-denc- o

In 183r survive. These are
Edward Waller, of Virginia; John W.
Burton, of Tennessee ; W. B. Scales, ol
Sherman, Colorado, and Charles b.
Stewart. All aro over sixty-thre- e.

On the closing up or the Smith &
Rogers silver-platin- g concern In New
Haven, recently, preparatory to its re-
moval to Iterlden. tho floor of the pla-
ting room was taken up, burned, and
the ashes analyzed, with the result of
procuring pure silver to the amount ol
$981.

Rouen, Franco, has the tallc.-- i
structuro In tho world. Thu cast iron
spire of its cathedral Is 492 feet high,
while the done of st. Peter's at Rome,
raises Its cross 452 feet above the ground,
anil Strasbourg, the highest cathedral
in all France, rerches, with Its cele-hrate- d

clock tower, 455 feet,
The poplar forests In the region of

country north of Lewlstown, Me., hae
been cut down for timber for the manu-
facture of paer. These forest! have
boon considered by tho fanners as st

entirely worthless, a good deal of
the wood or lumber hardly paying for
the cutting and hauling, but now the
timber brings a high price.

Lord Nelson's paroquet lately died
at the age of 115 years at. the Janllii des
PlautCH. Ono of the pecullai itlos con-noot-

with the life of this bird was
this that while on board the Victory,
during the battle of Trafalgar, the con-
tinuous firing of tho cannon had such
an effect as to destroy all the acquisi-
tions which previously distinguished It,
and was Incapable of uttering anything
but "Bomb! bomb! Bomb:"


